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yesterday.
you ,
man with a pleasant _m and

APPROPRIATE.
Caonlbal Cook—Was your Thanksgiving missionary ressted to suit yon today?
_Oanuibal Obler—Well done, good and faithful servaot,

A THANKSGIVING REUNION.
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I floated 1,400 silles on the main-
hsateh cover,

GREAT SCHENR

Bllas—Golt’ ter have plenty of big terkeye this Thanksgiving.
Maody —How?
Shes—~Goln’ ter put & trap outside of ther turkey bouse, w*' then Pm goin’ ter
teed tkens o5 dried spples sn’ Mmake "ew drink plenty of water.
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CAUSE FOR THANKSGIVIXNG

The Old Rooster—I1 don't see why you call yourself a Thanksgiving turkey?

Tarkey Gobbler—Of course, 1 wasa't.

You wasa't killed for Thanksgiving

That's why I'm a Thanks-giving turkey.

TIL;LN KSGIVING MEMORIES,

“Ah! what a change from a ¥year ago,”
he sighed as he stood shivering in a pub-
He doorway while the wind-laden snow
whirled and screamed around him. “Last
Thanksglving I resided in & lagge and
commodions stone house, There were
many to walt on me and keep things in
order. There was steam heat to chase out
the cold. There was hot water handy.
There was a docior st niy right and a
chaplain at my left. By mno. possibility
could burglars break in and despell me
I had more money. than 1 could spend,
and 1 and 684 of my friends were gath-

ered around me to help ceiebrate the day.
Think of that and theén gaze on thisl {!
it any wonder that my tears fall my
heart swells with grief as 1 thiak the
past—of only a year ago—ei "Bing-Slog
on the Hudson!"

And then the howling wind howled some
more—the blowlng spow blew for busi
ness—the cold ripped up and down his
back and brought shivers and gposeflesh
and a cop eame along and said he woy
break his blamed neck if he didn’t head
away for the Nerth Pele. JOE KERR.
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EARNED IT.

The Duck—What right has Old Strot got to wear a mortar-board hat?
The Turkey—The Barnyssrd Cellege made hlm a doctor for discovering a sure
cure for obesity among turkeye

THANKSGIVING BELLS,

‘Jullk darling,” lbe had said te his
eir Thanksgiving breakfast,
“I will run over to the store for three ¢
four hours today and look over the hooks
xd thon

thiz year, and

I want to see how many bundr

ve made

how many bushels of diamonds I can buy
you at Christimas time.”

“Yon dear,
she had replie
left ear and g le a girly way

Four hours Is and he came stag;
back. He seemed to have aged 200
in the Interval He was
hump-backed and lop-shouldered

:
eyes were sunken, his side

duckle darling, run aloug

ssed him

& ‘A'.‘

whiskers

{ wilted and his cheeks caved in

In the sewing machine
fis the sum of $2,00658,845.27.

drawer

‘Great heavens, Walter, but what Is
the metter!” asked the wife as he fel
into the room and utteredd a dismal groan

“I—1 am ralped!"” he managed to_ gasp
after petting hold of the floor with his
toes

“Ruined?- -How?"’

“Ingtend of making hundreds of thon
sands’of doikars, 1 find that | am almost
a miljion to the bad, b ean't pay the
hundred-thousandth payt of a cent on the
dollar."

“Is that all?”" asked the
with a smile of joy. “‘Parling, you
saved. We have been married thre
You bave givén me a mlillion
year to run the table on. In the
machine drawer there | have at mo
ment the sum of 829065 34527 it is
yours, Take It and let's celebrave the
day with lobster and champagne.”

JOE

little wife

KERR
THANKSGIVING REFORM.
It was"a cold Thanksgiving morning.
The ten-yéar-old  girl shivered
ragged qullt and wished she had a

of tabasco sauce to warm her up.

A step on the stalrs. Then other stej
and a man with a mask on his face
bedside and threw the
dark lantern on her faece.

“Well?" she gueried after awhile

‘l am a burgiar, and | am after your 9§
diamonds !” he hoarsely
them up at once or you are a dead duck!™

1inder

at her

rays

replied. “Glve

“I have no dlamends. 1
even SR ante or a
house.”

haven't
brownatone

‘1 have no diamonds. 1 have:
autoror a brownstone house. Unfortun
electidn héts on a sure thing have t
my all and reduced me to this”
‘Jeminy. Christwas, but s
whistled the burglar. “Tf it s ¢
wasted seven cents’ worth of my
time.”
‘It may not be time wasted,”
served. *'I want to talk with
the badness of belng a burglar,
wing forward figures 1o prove to 3
as a political grafter you can beat burs
ten 16 ome. Sit down ‘till 1 talk t
[Te sat down, apd Defore 6 o'clocl
vening she bad thoroughly con: ]
hat he should drop his present prof
nd go into grafting. and he rose ar
hiessed her and passed aont Into the night
ith a pew song In hisg heart
or and lowily and colf and hungry, but
e was a reformist. JOE KERR
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OLD BIRD

Wifey—The
animals
Hubby

man who killed that turkey shoald

he didn't have very much respect for «

Mr. Noollewedd—Ah! eooking, eh! Making
Mrs. Noolls t I hope so, Fred, bu
1 of wincen I'm rather afr

ont
ieas,

A THANKSGIVING TRA

It was on-a drawingroom car on a ; The other passengers

train speeding towartls New Eagland, and
the hour was 9:30 in the morning

were but few passengers Ilo the car. One | volees Ui orus
of them was an old, >

ind the « came

old man, who had to sil, 1 dunmo,”
walk with the help of a cruteh. His halr | “He was going
was white as , his face wrinkled and | povhiood for
could see by bhis

eyes and shaking hands that be had not
long to live. The old man had

ing to read a newspaper. Of a sudden he 8 enten it and sufl
threw up his hands ahd fell back. The car | 4sv or
to him* and cried out: yat
“Sah., do not dle until you Ziben

me my tip! 1 shan't make $2 on dis yere

back to
n w 3
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pumpkin ple’ again

peen try Had he I
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sred
two .and then dled
porter ran he died bhere
e harge wi be made any of
trip :
But the spirit of the old man had fled. | &
Deat had ke a lightning

come

GEDY.
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replied the coanductor,
the place

He wus feilel-
mother’s
years' ab-
there he would
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THANKSGI VING PUZZLE

The farmer's brother Is trying to cateh thelr Thankssing turkey
find the man and the bdirdY

Cas you
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of his



